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Afteb repeated publication in many different 
lapea. the following poema ate now presented 
a more conTeoient and cheaper form Uian 
;er before ; and, in tile call tor tMa popular 
iition, tlie author caimot but find a gralifyins 
pprobation of the olw^ter and spirit of his 
TiUngs. Most of them were first publisbed with 
eipeotation of the ordeal of such constant 

;eU aware that their popularity, arises in a great 
i from Ihe religious and moral " 
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POEMS. 

B-it ffiealttiD of tjie ffiaufltter oE SbIwis. 

Frksblv the cool brealli of the coming ere 
Slole tHrough the lattice, and the dying girl 



s* 1 


c hot noontide in a 




Her thin pale fljigers clasp' 


within the hand 


Of the heatt-btoJten Kuler, 


md her breast. 


LiHeth 


e dead martile, whit. 


and motionless. 


Thesh 


adowofuleaflayo 


herlipa. 


And, a: 


it sliifd with the awakening -wijid, • 




rk lids hfted from he 


r languid eyes, 


And he 


r slight fingers move 


d, and heavily 




Tj'd upon her pillow 


HewaaUiere- 


Theaa 


me loved, tireless w 


itcher, and she look 


Into hi 


s face mitU her sigh 


grewdhn 


Wilh the fasl-famnB tears 


and,withaaigh 


Of ironmlous wealtness mn 


muring his name. 



IB gently drew Ida haad upon her lips, 
Ana kiss'd it as she wept. The old man sun 
Upon his knees, and in the drapery 
01 the rich curtains buried up liis fa™ , 
I when the t«illglit fell, the silken folda 
r'd Willi his prayer, but the slight hand hi 
! ceased its pressure— and he could not hear, 
he dead, utter sUenee, that a breath 
IB through her nostrils— and her leniples gave 
lis niee touch no pulse— and, at iiar mou 
lie held ihe Ughtest curl that on her neck 
with a mOBkmg beauty, aiid his gaze 
Ached HithiisdBBtlily stillness. * • . . 



ed the breeie-ridden rippl« tu the ebon 
d mtli the silver sparkles o/ ilie inogn. 
The breaking waves playd low upon the bea 
Their constant music, but the air beside 
Vas still as siarhght, and the Saviour's voice 
n its rich cadeiiCBa tineailhly sweet, 
eem'd like some jnsl-born harmony lu the ai 
Vaked by the power of wisdom. Ou a rook, 
I'itb the broad moonlight (ailing on Ids brow 
le stood and taught the people. At his feet 
ay his smill scrip, and pilgrim's scallop-shel 



1 1 


Al,df. 


Bff-Yor they had walled by the sea 


Till hi 


came o'er from Gadaiene, and prsy'd 


For hi 


IS wont teachings as he came to land. 




ur was parted meekly on his brow, 


And Ihe long culls from off liiB fihouldeta faU, | 


Ashe 


lean'd forward earnestly, and slill 


Thes 






his lootis the same mild majesty— 


And to his mien the sadness mix'd with power— 


KU'd them Willi loTB and wonder. Suddenly, 




his words entraocedly they Imng, 


The crowd divided, and among Ihem stood 




siheRulkb. With his flowing robe 


Galh 


r-d in haste about his loins, he came. 




ix'd his eyes on Jesus. Closer drew 




welve disciples to theit Master's side ; 


And 


ilentiy Ihe people shrunk away. 




eft the haughty Ruler in the midat 








meeH Nazarene he kept his gaze, 


And, 


as the twelve loofc'd on him, by the light 


Ofth 


clear inoon they saw a glistening tear 




to his silver beard ; and, drawing nigh 




the Saviour's feet, he took the hem 


Ofhr 


coarse mantle, and with trembling hands 



».*•.! The same silvery lighi, 
That shoDe upon the ione rock by the sea, 
Slepl on the Ruler's lofty oapilals, 
As al the door he slood, and welcomed in 
Jesus and his disciples. All was still. 
The echoii^ veslibulB gave bacli the slide 
Of their loose sandals, and tho arrowy beam 
or mooniieht, slanUng to the marble floor, 
Lay like a spell of silence in tlie rooms, 
As Jairus led them on. With hushing steps 
He trod the winding scarT; but ere ha touch'd 
The lalchet, from within a whisper came, 

And his faint hand fell nerveless at his side, 
And his steps falter'd, and his brolien voice 
Choked in its utterance ;— but a gentle hand 
Was laid upon his arm, and In his ear 
The Sariour's voice sank thtllUngly and low, 
*' Shf it not drad — but ilMpeth-^' 

They pasa'd In. 
The spice-lamps in the alabaster urns 
Bum'd dimly, and the white and fragraat smoke 
CutPd indolently on the chamber walls. 
The silken ourtauis slumber'd in their folds- 
Hot even a tassel stirring in the air— 



" 



I uie Saviour slood beside the bed, 

^ ^.-ay'd inaudibl J, tie Rulet lieard 

The quickening division of his breath 

As he grew earnest inwardly. There came 

A gradual brightness o'er his oalm. sad face ; 

And, drawing neater to the hed, he moved 

The sillten curtains silenOy apart, 

And looU'd upon the maiden. 

Of matchless sculpture in Set sleep she lay— 
The linen vesture folded on her breast. 
And over it het white transparent hands. 
The blood silll rosy in their tapering nails. 
A line of pearl ran through her patted lips, 
And in her nostrils, spiritually thin, 
The breathing curve was mockingly like lite ; 
And round beneath the family linied skin 
Ran the light branches of the aiure vems i 
And on her cheet the jet lash orerlay, 
Matching the arches penciU'd on her brow. 
Her hair had been unbound, and felhng loose 
Upon her pillow, hid her small round eats 
In curls of glossy blackness, and about 
Her polish'd necli, scarce touching it, they hunj 
Ijke airy shadovra floating as they slept. 
•Twas heavenly beauaful. The Saviour raised 



Maidrn • ^riat ."'—and suddenly a flush 
Shot o'er her forehead, and along lier lif 
And through her cheek ihe tallied color 
And the siill ontline other graceful forir 
Stirr'd in Ihe linen vesture ; and she claj 
The Saviour's liand, and firing her dark 






Duly Mul clieerfiiUy to tbeir loll, and up 
Rose the sliiirp munmer's ellnX, and the far liran 
Of moving wheels and nrallitudea asllr, 
And all that in a city murmut swella- 
Unheard hut by the watchert vreary ear. 
Aching with nighl's dull silence, or the si 
Hailing the welcome light and sounds that chaae 
The death-like images of the dark away. 
"Room for the leper 1" And aside tliey stood— 
Matron, and cWld, and pitiless manhood-all 
Who met liim on his way— and let him pass. 
And onward through ilie open gate he came, 
A leper with the ashes on his brow, 
Baokclolh about his loins, and on his Up 
A coTering, stepping piunfully ai.d slow. 



Crying, " Unclean I tJnolean !'• 

'Twas now the first 
Of Ihc Juilean autumn, and the leavsa. 
Whose shadows lay so still upon his path, 
Had put Iheir beauty forth beneath the eye 

And eminently beautiful, and life 
Mantled hi eloquent fulness on his lip. 

There was a gracious pride that every eye 
Follow'd with henisons— and this was he ! 
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ime, which n 


t the speed 






l>arb,n 




the blast 


Of the ho 




nan's horn, n 


r aught that stirs 




spiri 




nt, might dr 


™ away. 




Woo 


beat not as wont within his veins ; 


Dimness 


repto'e 


his eye; ad 






ter-dh 


13 limbs 


like palsy, an 


d his mien, 


Wi 


halli 


3 loflmess, seem'd St 


Tick with eld. 






oioewa 




languid moan 


Taking t!i 


place 


f the clear sil 


/erkey: 








as if the light 




very 


in were 


steep'dtoBlu 


raishness. 



He strove with it awhile, as mi 






wiU, 
id for weakness, till the rein 
eji'd* within Iiis grasp, and in its poise 
iriowy jeteed like an aspen sliook. 
Bay after day, he lay as if in sleep. 
His skic grew dry and bloodless, and w 
Circled with livid purple, cover'd him. 
And then his naUs grew black, and fell away 
m the dull flesh ahout them, and the Irnss 
pcn'd beneath the hard unmciisten'd scales, 
And from Iheir edges grew ihe rank wiiiie hair, 
—And Helen was a leper ! 

Bay was breaking. 
When at the altar of the temple slood 
The holy priest of God. The incense lamp 
Bum'd witli a siraggliiig light, and a low ehant 
Swell'd through the hollow arches of the roof 
Like an articulate waJl, and there, alone, 
Wasted to ghastly thinness, Helon knelt. 
The echoes of the melancholy stram 



Unto the sprinkled ashes, a 



. ■ depart, O child 

rom the Wmple of rhy Cod •. 

I smou thee with his diaatemi^ ro 



Not set lliy fool a human thresliohl o'er ; 

And sWy thou not to hear 
Voices that «all Dhee in the way ; and lly 
From all who la the wildetnera pass by. 
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Where hu 


mantrao 


s are seen 






Nor milk Ihe goat Ihal 




Iheplam 




Norpluokthe 


standing 


com, or ye 


How grain 




And now 


epart!ai 


dwhen 






Thy hem is h 


eavy, and thine eyes 


are dim, 




Lift up thy pti 




chinglyto 






Who, fron 


thetrib 








Selected thee 






grod. 




Depart! lep 


eriandf 


rgetnotGod! 


' ! 


Ajidhe«-ent 


orth-alo 


e! not on 


of ail 




The many wh 












the fibre 


ofthehea 








inhirano 




and speak 








1— he went 






Sick, and hear 


t-broken, 


and alone- 






For God had 


ursedthe 


leper! 






Andlielonfci. 


elt beside 
















Hot with the 


uniing leprosy, and 


oueU'd 








his fcyer'd lips. 




Praying that h 


e might b 


e so blest— 






Footsteps app 






trengthlo 


flee, 


Ho drew the 


Havering c 


oseronhif 


Up, 





Crying, " ¥jiciean ! unclean !" and in this folds 
Of the coarse sackcloih. shrouding up his face, 
He fell upon the earth till Iliey should pass. 
Nearer the Stranger came, and bending o'er 

eper'a prostrate form, pronounced bia name- 
on ;" The voice was lite the maaler-ti 
■ioh instrument— most strangely sweet ; 
And the dull pulses of disease awoke, 
And for a moment heat beneath the hot 
And leprous scales with a restoring thrill, 
on ! arise 1" and he forgot his curse, 
rose and stood before Him. 



Mmgled in tho regard of Helen's eye 
he beheld the stranger. Hew-as not 

The symbol of a princely lineage wora ; 
No followers at His back, nor in His hand 
Buckler, or sword, or spear,— yet in his mien 
Command sat throned serene, and If He smiled, 
A kingly condescension graced His lips, 
The lion would have orouch'd to' in his lair. 
His garb was simple, and Hia sandals worn ; 

Hisec 



His eye y.-ai 


bine and 


calm 


asist 


















THe tulnes 


ofperfeo 




anhood 








Ij-mb 


AsifHiahe 






,aHd,; 


He took a 1 










nhisbro 




And lo : th 


scales f<!U fro 


n!um,a 


Coaraed wi 


lideliciou 










isl, an. 


The dewy 








His leptosy 


was clean 


sed. 


and he 



ma.'ata'B «itl(f foe !)ts mnia. 

'Tw»s daybieaJt, and the fingers of the dawn 
Drew the night's curtain, and touch'U silently 
Xhe eyelids of the kmg. And Daiid wolie, 
Androbedhimseir.andpraT'd. The iomaWs, no- 
Glided alosg the tesselated floors 
With a pervadinf murmur, and the (bunt 
Whose music had been all Uie night imlieard, 
Play'd as if light had made it audible ; 
And each one, waking, blese'd it unaware. 
The fragrant strife of Eonshine with the mots 

The king's wont was to lie upon his couch 
Beneath the sky-roof of the inner court. 
And, shut in from the world, but not from heave 
Flay with his loved son by Uie fountain's lip : 
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Sweeptng the inarbl 


pavement, from Within 


Broke forth a chUil-s 


laugh suddenly, and worfa— 


irticulale, perhaps, 


to Mj heart only— 


Pleading to come to 


him. They brought tHe toy- 


An infant cheroMe 


piogasltused 


To hover vrtth tliat moHoa upon wings. | 


And marvellously be 


auutui! Hisbro^ 


Had the Inspired up-lift of the king's, | 


AEdku^lywashisij 


fantine regard 1 


But his ripe mouth » 


as of Uie ravishing moold 




hue and type of love, 


K0S7 and passionate— and oh, tlie moist | 


Unlathomableblueo 


fhls large eyes 


Gave out its Ught as 


wlJight shows a star, 


And drew the heart 




And this was like hi 


mother. 




David's lips 


Moved with unutter 


i blessings, and awhile 




And, with the round cheek of the nestling hoy | 


Press'd to his bosom 






f his lids might jar 




itsfuLiesB. Unobserved, 




r court had knelt 




and a cloud Uie while 


Had rapidly spread 


er the summer heaven ; 



And none might seek him. And the king arose, 

le fast<galherine Uachness ; nnd, behold, 
The servant bow'd himself to eartli, and spid, 
'■ Nathsn the ptopliet cometh from Ihe Lord !■' 
And David's lips giew white, and with a clasp 
Which wrong a murmm- from the frighted child, 
He drew him to his breael, anU oover'd him 
Vith the long foldings of his robe, and said, 
I will come forth. Gonow!" And lingerhigly, 

jid mingled words of tenderness and prayer 
itealdng in tremulooa accents from his lips. 
[e gave to them the child, and bow'd his head 
rpon his breast with agony. And so, 
'oheartheerianilofthemanof God, 



Islen'd brealhlessly. Anfl still no stir I 
etvants who Xept watcli wiUiout ihe door 
Sat inptionless ; the purple casemenl-shades 
Fraiu the low windows had been roll'd away, 
To give the child »ir ; and the filoiiering ligllt 
Thai, ail the nigW, witliin the spacious court, 
Had dranix the watcher's eyes to one spot only, 
Paled Willi the sunrise and fled in. 



3f Botlisheba unstirred— 
1 heart and pulse kepi dowJ 

IS all night broke fltfuU j, 
:h the daybreslt ; and a emile- 
U would Cain bave been a, smil 
ted moutb i and tboujh his li< 
of bis nnconacious eyes, 
'd all peacefully asleep, 

lek Uope to her ! Bat when the 



lit the I 



He groan'd and lum'd upon his face. THe nights 
Had wasted ; and the morainga come ; ani days 
Crept through the sky, unnumber'd by the king, 
Since the child sicken'd ; and, wiUiout the door, 
Upon the bare earth ptoslrate, he Lad lain— 
Lislsmng only to the moans that brought 
Their inarticulate tidings, and the voice 
Of Eathsheba, whose pit/ and caress, 
In loving utterance tJl broke mth tears, 
Spoke as his heart would speak if iie were thore, 
And filfd his prayer with agony. Oh God! 
To thy bright mercy-seat the way is far ! 
How lail tlie weak words while the heart keeps m 
And when the spirit, mournfully, at last, 

.s at thy throne, how cold, how distantly 
omfordng of friends falls on the ear— 
nguish they would speak to, gone to Thee 

But suddenly the watchers at the door 
Rose up, and they who minister'd within 
Crept to the threshold and look'd earnestly 

B the king lay. And still, while Bathshena 
he unoioving child upon her knees, 
urtaina were let down, and all came forth, 
And, gathering with fearful looks apart, 
Whisper'd together. 
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And the king ar^e 


Ajidgaiedon U- 






Ofiiuick, uneeif 




tlerance/heaak'd, 


'■Is the child 




" They answer'd, "He ia 


dead :" 






But when Uier 1 


ok' 




Upon his face, a 


ndr 


nd himself and weep— 


For, while the child 


was sick, his agony 




ami 


nets, and they had thought 


His heartstrinss 


will 


the tidings must give way— 


Behold 1 hisfac 




ivcalio.and,v,-ilhhistol)a 




e his tinsly wont, 


He eUenUy wen 


m. 


And Diivid came, 


Eobed and anoi 


ted 








ay.' And he return'd, 


And tliey set bre 




fore him. and he ate— 


And when Ihey 


marveU'd, he said, ■' H^r(/orj j 








Thi child 1 J dr.ld 


imd 











ate SatcECce of afitatam. 

MoHN breaketti in Ihe east. The purple cloutls 

To look Hie meeler for the sun's bright commg. 
Sleep is upon the watera and the wind i 
Ajid Latute, from the viarj forest-leaf 
To her majestic maater, sleeps. As yet 
Ttiere is no mist upon the deep blue sliy. 
And Ihe clenr dew la on the blushing bosoms 



The patriarch slnndelli at bis tented doi 

To gaae upon that gorgeous Orient ; 
And at that hour the awfrl majesty 
Of man who talketh Often with bis God 
Is wont to come ^ain, and clothe his b 
As at his Idurscore strengtji. But now,] 
To be forgetful of his vigorous frame, 
And boweth to his staff as at the hour 



OfnoonMeaullriness. And th« bright su 
He looketJl at its pencill'd messengers, 
Comii« in golden raiment, as if all 



hcisw 




tiE it herald 


in 




Ttehourt- 




lice his muc 


li-ioyea 


son! 


Light pour 


thon 


psofAbrah 


And Sarah aland 


Along Uiedeu-y 
And praying tha 


fldes of the far hills 
her sunny boy fain 
walch'd tJieir path 


silenUy, 






that he wi 




ip, 


E'en in his 


liunb 


air'i beauty 
fol saorifioe 


The 


tod 


Together 
ThebrigH 
Instiaigh 


nward, patriarch 
Bun throwing bao 

rs were freshly nu 


na, as of one 
mber'd. He stood 



Tall in his vigorous strength ; and, like a ttei 
Rooted in Lebanon, his frame bent not. 
His tliin while hairs had yielded to the wind, 
And left his brow uncovef d ; and his fiioe, 
Impress'd »itli the stem majesty of grief 
Nerved to a solemn duly, now stood forth 
Like a rent rock, submissive, yet subUme. 
But the young boy— he of the laughing eye 



And ruby lip— the pride uf life was on him. 

He seem'd lo drink the morning. Sun snd dew, 

And Ihe atoma of the spicy trees, 

And all that givelh the delicious East 

Its flwess for an Eden, stole Uke light 

Into lis spirit, rasishing his thoughts 

With love and beauty. Every thing he met, 

Buoyant or beautiful, the lightest wing 

Of bird or insect, or the palest dye 

Of the fresh llowets, won him from his path ; 

And joyously broke forth his tiny shout, 

As lie flung back bis silken hair, and sprung 

To pluck his infant trophies. Every tree 
And fragrant shrub was a new hiding-place ; 
And he would crouch [ill the old man came by, 
Then bound before him with his childish laugh, 
■;ng a look behind him playfully, 
le if he had made Jiis father smile, 
lun rode on in heaven. The dew stole uj 
the fresh daughters of the earth, and hea 
...J liSe a sleep upon the delicate leaves. 
And bent them with the blossoms to their dreaiao 
rod llie patriarch on, with that same step. 

To seek the oUve shades, or lave their lips 
In the sweet waters of the Syrian wells. 



toss his auimy bair ftom off his bi ow, 

1 spring for the freaU flowers snd light wings 

in the early morning ; but he kept 



And Abraham on Moriah boWd himself, 

And bnriad up his face, and pray'd for strength. 

Bui. with his hand upon the clustering ourls 
Of the fair, kneeUng boy, he pray'd thai God 
Would nerva him for that liour. Oh ! man wa 



Complain, like delicate harp-strings, at a breath ; 
But loYe in man is one deep principle, 
Which, like a root grown in a riftetl rock. 



He Ktoad a moment — and a deep, quick flush 

His spirit with a bitter strength, and spoke— 
" Isaac ! my only son ["—The boy look'il up, 
And Abraham tm:n'a bts feoe away, and wept. 
"Where is Uie lamb, my fetherl"— Ohlhelonaf 
The sweet, the thrilling music of a child !— 
How it doth agoniie at such an hour 1— 

And Ulied up his arm, and call'd on God— 
And lo ! God's angel stay'd hun— and he teli 
Upon his Jace, and wept 



STiie Jl^iiuRamintlf. 



It was 


asultrydayofsumro 


r-time 


















ded leave* 










ilLandthediwdedfl 




eall 


Laymg 




loliiigr 




Andth 


sky look'd like silver 


audit 


seem'd 


Asifth 


e air had tainted, and the pu 




Ofnat 


re had run down, and 


ceased 


to beat. 


"Hast. 


Ihee, ray child ["Ihe 


Syrian 


mother sfdd 


■•Thy 


ather is athirst"— and 




he depths 




cool weU under the le 






Shedr 


w refreshmg water, and wit 


thoUKhts 


Of Go 


•s sweet goodness sti 


ring at 


her heart, 




Bs'd her beautiful boy 


andlo 


his way 




tledWm. And hew 


ntlighUyon, 


With hia aotl hands pteaa'd 


lowly 


the cool 










Lifted 


with v,-alohful care; 


mdo'e 


tliehillB. 



And through the light green hoLowa where 1 

lambs 
Go lot the tender grass, ha kept his way, 
Wiling its distance with his simple thoughts, 
Till, in the wildemess of sheares, with browa 
Throbbing with heal, he sat hia burden down. 

Childhood is restless ever, and the boy 
Stay'd not within the shadow ol the tree, 
But with ajoyous industry went forth 
Into the reapers' places, and bound up 
His tiny sheaves, and plaited cunningly 
The pliant withs out of the shiiung straw— 
Cheering their labor on, till they forgot 
The heat and weariness of their stooping toil 
In the beguiling of hia playful mirth. 
Presently he was silent, and his eye 
Closed 35 with diiiy pain, and with his hand 
Press'd hard upon his forehead, and his brea;* 
Heaving with the suppression of a cry. 
He uttery a faint murmur, and fell back 
Upon the loosen'd sheaf, insensible. 

They bore him to his mother, and lie lay 
Upon her knees till noon— and then he died ' 
She had waichy every breath, and iept her hao 
Sott on his fqrrehead, and gazed in upon 
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The dreamy languor of bis lislless eye, 


And 6he had laid back al 


his sunny curia 






Inlo her bosom, Ull her i 


eart grew strong- 


His beauty was so unlike 






Tight eatch the low 


Sweet music of his breath, tJiat she had leara'd | 


To love when he was slu 


mbering at her side 


In his unconscious infen 


y- 




-So still; 


'Tis a soft sleep ! HowbcHiu.Iiil helies, | 


With lus fair forehead, ai 


d the rosy veins 


Playing so fresldy in Ids 


smmyoheek! 


How could they say Ihathewould die! Oh God' | 




are treasured aU 


His ehildhooS in my heart, and even now, | 


As he has slept, my mem 




Counting lite tteaaurea 


U his winning ways- 








■ -Yet 30 still :- 


How like this breathless 








There were no pulse-it 


beats so hmguidly! 






Death would not be so V 


tybeauUfui! 


And that half smile— w 


uhl death hare left met 


there? 





tiould I not have fell thai he would die ) 
■e I not wept over him ? — and pray'd 
(njid night for him! nndconMhe die! 



ill darken Uke his father's, and his e 
of a deeper hlue when he is grown 
d he will he so tall, and 1 shall look 

d the fond mother lifted his soft cut 
.d smiled, as if ^were mockery to th 
■at such fair things could perish — 



From her fix'd lip, and her supporting knees 
Were shook beneath het child. Her hand bad 

His forehead, as she dallied with his hair— 
And it was cold— like clay ! Slow, rery slow, 
Came the misgiving that her child was dead. 
She sat a moment, and her eyes were closed 
In a dumb ptayer for strength, and then she took 
His little hand and press'd it earnestly— 
And put her lip to his— and look'd again 
Fearfully on him — and. then bending low. 
She whispefd m bis ear, " My son i— my son !■■ 
And as the echo Jled, and not a sound 
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BrolieoothestiUii 


ess, and he la 


there s 


U- 






knee— the tru 


LUOUfdC 




And 


ivilhasharp. 


quick crj-, as fherhea 








lifted him and 


held him cloBo 1 


Into 


her bo$om-«-ith a mother' 


thought 




As if 


death Had no 


power to touch him Ih 


erej 


Tlie 


man of God c 


ame forth, an 


led the 


child 


Unto 


his mother, 




sway. 




And He was tJiere 


-her beautiful 






Livi 


g and smiling on het— with 










neck, and (lis warm bre 








nips, and m 

















islen for his coming. Her loose hair 
resting on her shouldets, like :> cloud 
Floating around b statue, and the wind, 

swaying her light roba, reveal'd a ahapa 
:ite!es misht worship. She liad clasped 



Till the long lashes lay upon her hrow. 
sr hp was slightly parted, like the clefl; 
a pomegranate blossom ; and her neck, 
St where the cheek was melting to its curve 
ith the unearthly beauty sometunes there, 
as Bhujled, as it light had Fallen olT, 
i surface was so polish'd. Slie was stilling 

Her light, quick breath, to hear^ and the whi 

ee moved upon her bosom, as it swell'd. 
Like nothing but a lovely wave of light, 
aeet the arohnng of her queenly neck. 
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Her 


coonlenai 


ce was radiant with love. 




look'dlik 


one to die for it-a being 




se whole 


existence was (he pouring out 


Ofr 


chandd 


ep affections. I have thought 










lier'sis-forlhavBbeen 




ster'a idol— and 1 know how full 


Th 


heart ma 


y be of tenderness lo her 1 




the affect 


onofadeheatflehlld 


Fo 




her, gushing, as It does. 




I springs of life, and pourii^ on, 


Through BUe 


rth'3 changes, like a river's course— 


Chasten'd wilii tBTerence, and made more pure 


By 




s discipline of light and shade- 


■Ti 


deeper- 


The wind bore on 


Th 


leaden t 


amp of thousands. Clarion notes 


Ra 


g sharply 


on the ear at inlertals ; 






mingled din of mighty hosts 


Returning fr 


m the battle, pour'd from far, 




e the dee 






ey oama, 






h blood and splendor, revelry and wo. 


The stalely 


orsB treads proudly— he hath trod 



s roll ma^nilicently oo— 

;ht hath eiush'd the fallen. Mm: 



istio, lordlF man— with Ws aublime 
elevaled brow, and godlike frame ; 
Lifting his crest in triumph— tor Ms heel 
. trod the djing like a wine-preas do 



his stem Up curl'd slightly, as if praise * 
B for Iha hero's scorn. His step was firm, 
ree as India's leopard j and iiia mall. 
Whose shekels none in latae! might bear, 
Was like a cedar's tassel on his frame. 
His crest was Judah's kiogliest ; and the look 
Of his dark, lofiy eye, and liended brow, 
Might quell the lion. He led on ; but thoughts 
Seem'd gathering round which troubled him. The 



Glanced forward frequently, a: 



hronging, with that strange delight 
his feelings with his pride 



He gazed Intensely forward. The tall firs 
Before his tent were motionless. Tin; leaves 
0( the eweet aloe, and the clustering vines 
WMch half conceal'd his threshold, met his eye 
Unchanged and beautiful ; and one by one, 
The balsam, with its sweet-distilUng stems. 
And the Circassian rose, and all the crowd 
Of silent and familiar things stola up, 
Like the recovet'd passages of dreams. 
He strode on rapidly. A moment more, 
And he had reach'd his home ; when lo 1 the 

One with a hounding footstep, and a lirow 
Of light, to meet him. Oh how beauUful [— 
Her dark eye fUahing like a sun-Ht gem— 
Ajid her luiuriant hair {-'twas Uke the sweep 
Of a swift wing m visions. He stood still, 
As if the sight had wither'd him. She threw 
Her arms about his neck— he heeded not. 
She caU'd him ■' Faliier-'— hut he answer'd not. 
She stood and gazed upon him. Was he wroth 
There was no anger in that Wood-shot eye. 
Had sickness seized him! She unolasp'd his hel 
And laid her while hand genUy on his brow. 
And the large Teins felt stilf and hard, like con 
Tlie touch aroused him. He raised up his ham 
I ADii spoke the name of God, in agony. 
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She knew that ha was 


tricken, then ; and rash'd 


Again into hi! arms; ai 


d, with a flood 


Of teats she could not 


ridle, sobb"d a ptajer 


That he would breathe 


his agony in words. 








ce; and then the soul 


Of Jephlhah's daughter 


waken'd; and she stood 


Calmly and nobly up, a 




Anashewonlddie. 






in had weU nigh set. 


The flre was on the all 






ere. ApaUidman 


Was stretching out his. 


rembling liands to heaven, 




yd, but had no words— 


Aiidshewhowastodi 






And waited for the sun 


to set. Hetface 


Was pale, but tery bea 


ntiful-h«rlip 


Had a more delicate outline, and the lint ] 


Was deeper; but bete 




The majesty of angels. 








And she was dead-hut 





fslept. Nighl'ssilvetyTeilhunglo 



Wliose flowers the water, like a gentle nurse, 
Bears on its bosom, quietly gave way, 
And lean'd. In graceful attitudes, to rest. 
How strikingly the course of nature tella. 
By its light heed of hnman suffering, 
That it was fashion'il for a happier world : 

King David's limbs were weary. He had fled 
From far Jerusalem ; and now he slood. 
With his faint people, tor a litUe rest 
Upon the shore of Jordan. The light wind 

Toils refreshing breath; for he had worn 



And bow'd his head upon his hands tt 

Come crowdhis thickly up for utteran 
And Ihe poor common words of court 
Are such a Tety mociiery— how much 
The bursling heart may pour itself in 
He pray'J for Israel— and his toIcb w 
Strongly and fervently. He pray'd fo 
Whose love had been his shield— ai 



For his estranged, misguided Absalom— 
Tho proud, bright being, who had burst away 
lu all his princely beauty, to defy 
The heart that eherish'd him— (or him he pour-d, 

Strong supplication, and forgave him there, 
Before his God, for his deep smfulness. 



matcMe58 symmetry of Abse 
■e floatnff round the tassels a 












beside him: and Uie jeweled mlt, 
Whose diamonds !il the paasage of his blade, 
aesied, like mockery, on hia cover"!! brow. 
The soldiers of the king trod to and fro, 
CladinlhegaibofbatUe; and tJieir chief, 
The mighty Joab, stood beside the Mer, 
Anil gaied upon the dark paU steadfastly, 
As if he feat'd the slumberer might stir. 
A slow step startled him. He grasp'd bis blade 



id left him with hia dead. The king sWod still 
il the last echo died ; then, throwing off 
le satkeloth from his brow, and laying back 
IB pall from the still features of his child, 



"Alas! my noble boy! that thou Ehouldst dlo ! 

Thou, who wert made eo beautifully fair ! 
That death should settle in thy glorious eye, 

And leave his stillness in this dusteiing hair ! 
How could he mark thee for the silent tomb : 
My proud boy, Absalom ! 



How was I wont to feel my pulses tbrill, 

Lite 3 rich hatp-etring, yearning to caress the 
And hear thy sweet * r/iyfalhtr r from these dum 
And rold lips, Absalom ! 

" Bui death is on thee. I shall hear the gnsh 
Of music, and the voicea of the young ; 

And life will pass me in the manaing blush, 
And tlie dark tresses to the soft winds flung :— 

But thou no more, with thy sweet voice, Shalt con 



"And oh ! when I am stricken, and my heart, 
Like a braised reed, is waiting to be broken, 

How will its lore for thee, as I depart. 
Yearn for thine ear to drink its last deep to^en r 

It were so sweet, amid death^s gathering gloom, 



; cover'd up Hia face, and bow'd himself 
moment on his child : then, giving him 
look of melUrg lendemess, ne clasp'd 
is hands convulavely, as if in prgyer ; 
id, as if strength were given him of God, 
e rose up calmly, and composed the pall 
irmly and decently— and left him there— 
! it his rest had been a breaihing sleep. 



Cfrist's Entrance tnto Serasalem- 



Closely nnd sileiiUy, the faithful IweLve, 
And on before him went a multitnde 
Shouting lloaannas, and with eager hands 
Strewing their garments Ihicklj' in his way. 
Th' unbroken foal beneath him gently stepp'd, 
Tame as ils patient dam ; and aa the song 
Of ■■ H-eloome to the Son of David" butit 
Forth from a thousand children, and the leaves 
Of the waved branches touch'dita silken ears, 
It tumM its wild eye tor a moment back, 
And then, subdued by an invisible hand. 
Mee:dy Irode onward with its slender feet. 

The dew's last sparkle from the grass had gone 
As he rode up Mount Ohvei. The woods 
Threv- Iheir cool shadows freshly to the west, 
And the light fbal, with quick and loUing stes. 
And head bent low, kept its imslacken^d way 



Till ita ?oft msoe wns lifted by tlie wind 

The Bummit'a breeiy pitch, the Saviour ra 
j His calm blue eye— there stood Jems^em 
. Eagerly h« bent forward, and beneath 
j His mantle's passii'e folds, a bolder line 
I Thanlhe wont sitghwesaofbis perfect liJ 
j Bctray'dthesweUii«fiiInessoflu3lieart. 
] There stood Jenisalem ! How fair she 1« 
i The silver sun on all her palaces, 



And 


her fair daughl 


rs 'mid the Eow™ spire 


!.ar 


ng the meadow 


with 


ts silver band, 






5t-mar 




Wi- 


1 the mom's eihalatioi 








of bis lore. 


rhd 


en from all the earth: 








-andh 


d rejected him ; 


,kr 


salem-forwho 


mheemnetodie! 








a thousand lips 


AtlhefaiisiB^t; thi 


childi 


enleap'dandsan 
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Andmoum'd- 


Ho« 


oft, Jenisal 


emlv 


ouiai 


Have gather'd 




gathereth 


hen 




Her brood bene 


alhh 


rwiBgs-hu 




uldnot!" 


Ee Uiought no 


oflh 


death that 


he ehoiilU die- 


He thought no 








usi pierce 


Ilia forehead— of the buffet on th 






The scourge, 


ths 


mocking ho 


mage, 


the foul 




Bdoi 


t beneath hia eye 






tning 


sun, and th 


re, he 




While they wh 




uldnolwaieh«ithhimone 


Were sleeping 


he 


houia swea 


grea 


drops of 



And, while his own disciples fled in fear, 
A world's death-agouies all mix'd in his ! 
Ay !— he forgot aU this. He only saw 



He only felt that for her sake his life 

Gufferiiigs that wouhl clothe the Heavens in 



SSa^tlsni of CDtfst 

Touch'd by the river Jordan. Tlie dark pine 

Tuning U.e leaning bani, nor on the grass 
Of the broad circle ettelcliing evenly 
To the straight larehes, had a henvisr toot 
Than the wild heron's trodden. Softly in 
Tlirougli a long aisle of nillows, dim and cool, 
Stole the clear waters with Iheit muffled feet, 
And, hustling as they spread into the light. 
Circled the ei^es otthe pebbled tan* 
Slowly, then rippled through the woods away. 
Hither had come th' Apostle of the wild. 

Of eve, and, with a multitude around. 
Who from the cities had come out to iear. 

His simple raiment was of camel's hair. 



His besrd unshorn, and tor hia daily mi 
The locust and wild honey of the wood 
But like the face of Moses on the mour 



To the chain'd spirit of the listener stole 

Silent upon the gteen and sloping bank 
The people sat, and while the leaves were shool 
With the birds dropping early lo their nests. 
And the gray eve came on, viithin their hearts 
They mused if he were Christ. The ripplin 



As he divined their thought. " I but baptize," 

The latohel of whose shoes I may not dare 
E'en to unloose. He will baptlie with fire 
And with the Holy Cbost." And lo ! lehile ycl 
The words wero on his lips, he raised his eyes 
And on the bank stood Jesus. He had Inid 
His raiment off, and with his loins alone 
Gin with a mantle, and his perfect limbs. 
In their angelic allghtneas, meek and bare. 
He waited to go in. Bnt John forbade. 
And hurried to his feel and slay'd him tUere, 



And said, " Nay, Master '. I have need of ihim. 

Not thoQ M mini !" And JesuB, with a smile 

Of lieavenly sadness, met his earnest looks, 

And anawer'd. " Suffer it to be so now ; 

For thus it doth become me to fulfil 

All righteousness." And, leaning to the atroam, 

He toot around him the Apostle's arm, 

And drew him gently to the midst. The wood 

Was thick with the dim twilight as they came 

Up from the water With his clasped hands 

Laid on his breast, «h' Apostle silently 

Follow'd his master's steps— when lo I a Lght, 

Bnght as the tenfold glory of the sun, 

Yet lambent as the softly huniing stars, 

Envelop'd them, and from the heavens away 

And as a voice, fearful exceedingly, 



Floating upon it 
And shedding a i 
Circled, and Hut 



Stcne (n Cietjisetiiaiir. 



a Bttgng feeling, hung i 



Of his disciples, it vibrated on 

;e the first whispei in a. aJent world. 
Thej came on alowly. Heaviness oppress'd 
The Sniiour's heart, and when the kindnesses 
Of his deep lote were ponr-d, he felt the need 
near communion, for his gift of strength 
IS wasted by the spirirs weariness. 
He left them there, and went a litUe on, 
in the depth of that hush'd silentness, 
B with God, he teU upon his fapn!. 
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OfhiSSUf 


passing agony, and death. 


wrung to 


him from a dying universe, 


Was mightier ll.an the Son of man could hear, | 


He gave 




ProsltaUo 






fit be possihle with thee, 


Let this ci 


lip pass from me." Oh, how a word, 




orced drop before the fountain breaks, 


Stilleinth 




The Savi 


ur felt its quiet in his souli 






light 




Which le 




He breath 


ed a new submission—" Not my will, 


But thine 




Voices w 




Out from 


he chambers of the vaulted sky 




tars were swept like instruments. 


No cloud 


was visible, but radiant wings 


Were coming niUi g silFcry rush to earth, | 


AndaiUi 




With anil 


umined foreheiul, and the light 


Whose fo 


nlain is the mystery of God, 




within his eye, bow'd down to him. 


And nerve 


d hun with a ministry of strengtii. 




ugh— and witb his godlike brow 


Re-writl« 


of his Father's messenger. 



ajie Bffininto Ot Wafit. 



■on his spear the soldier lean'd, and tepl 
i idle watch, and, as his drowsy dream 
IS broken by the solitary foot 
some poor mendicant, he raised his bead 



Twas now high noon. 
The dull, low nmnnur of a funeral 
Went through the city— the sad sound of feet 
Unmii'd with voices-and the sentinel 
Shook off his sliimher, and gazed earnestly 



The silent tlirong crept slowly. They csme on, 
Beating a body heavily on its Wet, 
And by Itie crowd that in the butning sun, 
Walk'd with forgetful sadness, twas of one 
Moura'dwilb uncommon sorrow. The broad gUa 

His spear-pohit downwards as llie bearers passM, 
Bending beneath their burden. There was one- 
Only one mourner. Close behind the bier, 
Cmoipling tbe pall up in her wither'd handE, 
Followed an aged woman. Her short steps 

Fell from her lips, thicken'd convulsively 
As her heart bled afresh. The pitying croi^d 
FoUow'd apart, but no one apoke to her. 



Jesus drew near to Main as from the gate 
The funeral came forth. His lips were pf 
With the noon's sultry heat. The beaded 



Nor turn him southward upon Tabor's i 
To catch Gilboa'3 light and spicy breezi 
GenesaKth slood cool upon the East, 
Fast by ttie Sea of Galilee, and there 



The place of his next errand ; and the patu 
Tonch'd no! BethuUa, and a league away 
Upon the East lay pleasant GaUlee. 



The place of burial, anU, with straining hands, 
Closet upon her breast she clasp'd the pall, 
And with a gasping sob, quick as a child's. 
And an inquiring wildness flashing through 
The thin gray lashes o( her feyer'd eyes, 
She eame where Jesus stood beside the way. 
He look'd upon her, and bis henrt was moved. 
" Weep not ;" he said ; and as they stay'd ihe biei 
' t his bidding laid it at his feet. 
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He 


genUy drew tt 


lepaUttom 


.ut her grasp, 


' An 


laid it back ii 


sUencB fro 


m the dead. 








* throng ilrew near. 






calm looks. 








d. Then, taking the cold hand , 






Andinsta 


ntly the breast 






menls. and 


a sudden flush 


Rar 


Ihrough tho h 




vidad lips, 


An 




IT of his mo 




He 




at upright in his shroud. | 




Hhile IhB mo 


umerhung 


upon his neck, 


]es 


s wont calmly 


on his way 





MoHSi: £n tire mWitmeaa. 

TnB morning broHe. Lightstoleupon the clouds 
Wilh a strange beauty^ Earlh receiTed again 
Its garment of a tliousand dyes ; mid leares. 
And delicste blossoms, and the painlfld flowers, 
And every tiling Uiat bendeth to the dew ; , 

And sdrrea wiOl the dnylighl, lifted up ' 

Its beauty to tbe breath of that sweet mom. 

All things are dark to sorrow ; and the light 
And loveliness, and fragrant air were sad 
To the dejected Hagar. The moist earth 

pouring odors from its spicy pores, 
And the young birds were singing as if life 

Upon her heajt like discord, and she felt 

se a iditth in any thing it loves. 

food at Abraham's lent. Her lips were prese'd 
Till the blood started ; and the wandering veins 
" ■ sr transparent forehead were swell'd oul. 



Into his u 


dther'afaca until he 


caught 






there, and his youn 








lis dimpled bosom, ai 








■d up proudly in his 


tinywr 










Had Ihey 


but miUcli'd his spin 


■ " "" 


uiai 


Wlivb 


nds the patriarch as 


he com 


thn 


Upon his 


staff so wearily/ I 














So writte 


n with the converse 


fhisG 





■eshness as it were a pestilence. 
man may bent with suffering : his heart 
strong thing, and godUke. in the grasp 
Jin that wimgs motlaUty ; but tear 



ie chord sfibclion clings to- 
iii his great spirit yieideth lU 



!Ie gaie lo her the water and the bread, 
t spoke no word, and trusted not hLmself 



leasing oi 



tiDUld Hagar weep T May slighted 
I, as a vine the oaJt halh shaken oi 
Bend iightlj- 10 Jier leaning Iraat agni 
> ! by all het loveliness— by all 
t makes life poetry and beauty, n 
Make her a slave ; steal from her tos 
By needless jealousies; let Uie last bi 
r a watcher by yout couch 
erbypf " 



That makes he 


cup a bitterness 












imblem of 


evotedness hhe 




Uu 


oh ! estrange her once— it b: 


ots not how— 




wrong or si 










me upon your M 


nderness,- 






afeeiingoutof 




He 


pride o'era 







ir 

Borne iiroudly up, gs if her heart brealhed through, 
Her chijd kept on In silence, Uiough she prees'a 
His hand Ull ii waa pato'd ; for he had caught, 
As I haire said, her spirit, and the seef 
Of a stem nation liad hecn brealhed u) 



The caiHe of the hills vrere in the shade, 
I And the bright phimage of Ihe Orient lay- 
It was an hoiB- of rest ! but Hagar found 
No shelter In the wilderness, and on 
She kept her weary way, until the boy 
Hung down his head, and open'd his parch'd lips 



Why God denied him water in the wild. 
She sal a Ultle longer, and he grew 
Ghastly and faint, as if he would have died. 



64 




IlKBS 


00 much for her. She lifted him, 


And bore him further on, and laid his head | 




the shadow of a desert shrub, 


AM, sUtouding up her fece, she went away, | 




to watch, where he could see her not, 


™m' 


should die ; and, walcliing bim, she 
ojm'd;- 


" God stay thee in thine agony, my hoy | 


Iconno 


eeetliee die; I cannot brook 




Upon tliy brow to look. 




death settle on my cradle joy. 


How ha 


ye I drunk the light of thy blue eye ' 




And could I see thee die 7 


"1 did 


n« dream of this when thou wast 


Like™ 


unbound gazelle, among the flowers ; 




Or wiling the soft hours, 


By the 


leh gush of water-sources playing, 


Then SI 


nking weaty to lliy smiUng sleep, 




So beautiful and deep. 


"Oh no 


! and when I watch'd by thee the while, 


Andsav 


a,y bright Up curling in thy dream. 




And thought of the dark stream 


Inmyo 


wn land of Egypt, the fer Nile, 
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Howpr 


yd 1 that ray father's land might be 




An heritage for thee! 


"And now the giave for ils cold breast haili won 1 






Ajidtby 


while. deUcate ilmbs the earth wiU press : 




And oh! ray last caress 


Mustfe 


1 thee colli, for a cHU hand is on thee. 


HowctL 


a I leave my boy, so pillow'd there 




Upon his cluslerinBhair!" 


She St 


ood beside the well her God had given 


Togusi 




The forehead of her child until he laughM i 


In his re 






t thought of gladness at the sight 


OtthBffl 


Ml plasliing of his mother's hand 



KTips!) IjittS ter Sons, 

{Tht dni/ before Ihcg Kcre hanged on Gibrah.) 
"Bbead Jur my mcKhet [" said Uie voice of one 
Darkening tJie iloor of Rizpah. She took'd up— 

Ofdark-broVd Annoni. The ejB of 3aul— 
The Tery roice and pr«$eiic« of Ihe king- 
Limb, port, and majesty^ — were preseiU tbere, 
Mock'd like lai apparition In her son. 
Kel, as he sloop'd his fOteliead w her liand 
Wiih a kind smile, a something of his mother 
Unbent the haughty arching of his lip. 
And, tliroughtheilarkr^ssofttie widow's heart 
Treuib:eil a nerve of tenderness that shook 
Her tliooght of pride all suddenly to tears. 



lofUghtinlo 



Tlie violet's ciip was harsh lo his blue eye. 
Less agile was Uie lierce barb'E fiery step, 
Hisvuiradn^whcanstahim. His smile wan 1 
The ineariiailon of some blessed dream- 
Its joyousness so sunn"<l the gazer's eyel 
Fair were his lochs. His snov,^ [eeth divided 
Abowof Love, tlrawn with a scarlet thread. 
His cheek was like the moist heart of the rose 
And. but for nostrils of that bicathing fire 
That turns the lion back, and limbs as lithe 
As IS the velvet muscle of the pard, 
Mephibosheth had been too fair for man. 

As If he were a vision that would fade. 
Riipab gazed ae him. Never, to her eye, 



Tenderly, fondlj. But for him— the last— 
What had she done for heaven to be his mother ! 
Her heart rose in iier throat to hear his voice ; 

Her utterance, wtxen she apofee to him, sank down, 
As if the lifiitest thought of him had lain 

The mominglight waspartof him, to her— 
What broSe the day for, but to show his beauty ! 
The hours but measured time Ull he should come ; 
Too tardy sang the bird when he was gone : 
Sie would have shut the flowers— and eali'd the 

Bacli to the mountain-top— and bade the sun 



Of mothers like a madness! Such as th 
Is many a poor one in her humble homt 
Who silently and sweelJy sits alone. 
Pouring her life all out upon her child. 



re the fond thoughts that follow hiin hy day, 
Id watchhia sleep like angel! I And, when moved 
J- some sore needed Providence, he slops 
[ his wild path and lifts a thought to heaven. 



He who once wept with Maty— angels keeping 
Theit nnthaiA'd watch— are a torashadowuiB 

And, in Ihe bright fields of Uie belter land, 
CaU the lost dead to us. Oh conscious heart ! 
That in the lone paths of this shadowy world 
Hast bless'd aU Ught, howeier dimly shining, 
That broke upon Uie darkness of thy way- 
Number thy lamps of love, and tell roe, now, 
How many canst thou re-liEhl at the stars 
Andblushnotattheirbuminsl One-one only- 
Lit while your pulse! by one heart kept time. 
And fed with faithful fondness to your grave— 
(The' sometimes with a hand sttetoh'd back tron 



Steadfast thro' all things— nea: 



And with its fingers of unerring truth 
Pomtuig the lost way in thy darkest hour 
One lamp— lAy molhc'i loot— amid the ata 
Shall hft lis pure ilame changeless, and. 1 
The throne of God, hum through eternity 
Holj-as it was lit and lent thee here. 
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THHEH 


.ON. 




The hand in 


salulMion 


SenUyn 


~7" 




To the bow-' 


a forehead 


oflhep 


ncelT^or, 1 


Lingefd amid his looki 


. "IS0ld,"l.BB 


aid, 


"MyLybiai 




utacak 






Lo! this-n 


y mother 


ABlp 


ss'dlhe 


street, 












Famishing mothers, with their 


itarving 


babe., 






dwild,d 


espetalt 




Prowl, Willi the eyes o 


tigers, 


pandd 


own. 


Walching tt 










Begforlhe 


dying. Fea 


r not tho 






Thy sons wi 


111 be Elijah's raven, 


lolhee 


!" 




lv«t 









Jlaiarufi anU fitats- 



His " Peace be with you '." 


was yet audible 


In the rapt porch of Mary's 


charmed ear -. 


And, in the low rooms, twa 




Hush'd with his going forth 


had been the brea 


or angels left on watch— so 






seiioe! Yet, with 


The family by Jesus loved 


vere weeping, 


For Laiatus lay dead. 




And Mary sat 


By the pale sleeper. Hew 




The countenance whereon 


he Saviour dwelt 



Breathing of hope— were still all eloquent, 
Like life well inock'd in marble. That the ■ 
Gone from those pallid lips, was heard in ht 
Toned with unearthly sweetness— that the light, 
Quench'd iu the closing of those stirless lids 



Not witii this cold clay sleeping— Mary knew. 

But close had been the tie by Death divided. 
The inlettwinlng locks of that bright hair 
That wiped the feet of Jesus— the fair hands 
Clasp'dlnherbreathless wonder while He taught- 
Scarce to one pulse tlnill'd more in unison. 
Than with one soul this sister and her brolhet 
Had lock'd their lives logalher. In this lore, 
Hallow'd from stain, the woman's heart of Maty 
Was, with its rich affections, all bound up. 
n unblemish'd beauty, as beoama 
Jffice by archangels Sll'd till now, 
She walk'd with a oelesdal halo clad ; 
And while, to the Aposlles" eyes, il seem'd 
" It fulfill'd her errand out of heaven- 
Sharing her h)w roof with tlie Son of God- 
She was a woman, fond and mortal still -, 
And the deep fervor, lost to passion's lire, 
Breathed through the sister's tenderness. In vam 
Knew Mary, gaiu^ on that face of clay. 
Thai il was not her brother. He was there— 
Swallied in that linen vesture for the gniTB— 
The same loved one in all his comeliness— 
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And Witt, Wm to the grave he 


Heart m 


stgo. 


Wliat though he talk'd of her 






Hovefd In spirit near her !-n 




arm, 


Palsied in deatU.ivhose fond c 


aress sh 


knew! 


It was that lip of maitle mth 




3. 


Motning and eve, love hemm'd the swe 


etdayhl 


TM3 was the form bj the Judeao maid 




Praised for its palm-like statu 


e,ashe 


Mdk'd 


With her by Kedron in the ev 












The burial was ovei-, and the 


dght 










And comforters and moumets 


went the 




But death stayd on! Theyh 




ft alone. 


When Laiaras had follow'd C 




His leachinga in Jerusalem ; h 






Was more than EoUtnde. The 






WasvoidofespeotatioD. Son 


ethingf 




Always before, and lored with 




ne,— 


Joy from the air, hope from th 




door, 








Seem'd gone— and in the cham 




e he lay 


There was a fearful and unbre 


athingh 




Stiilet than night's last hour. 


SofellonMaiT | 


The shadows aU have knowr 






hearts, 






Have released friends to heave, 


.Thep 


Hingsoul 



T4 



Spreade wing betwiil Uie mouroer and the sky I 
As il ils path lay, from the tie last broken, 
Straight through the cheering gateway of the Sim ( 
And. to the eye atrain'd after, 'tis a cloud 
That bars the light from all things. 

Now as Christ 
Brew near to Bethany, the Jews went furih 
With Martha, mourning Laiarua. But Mary 

When He would go again, as He had said, 
Unto his Father ; and she felt that He, 
Who losed her brother Laiarus in Lfe. 
Had chose the hour to bring him home thro' Deatl 
In no unhind forgetfulness. Alone- 
She could lift up the bitter prayer to heaven, 
" Thy will be done, O God !■'— hut that dear brothei 
Had flll'd the cup and broXe the bread for Christ ; 
And ever, at the rooni, when she had knelt 
And waah'd those holy feet, came Lazarus 
To bind his sandala on, and follow foiTh 
With dropp'd eyes. like an angel, sad and fair- 
Intent upon the Master's need alone- 
Indissolubly link'd were they '. And now. 
To go to meet him— Lazarus not there— 

And, without tears, (since grielwould trouble Hln 



Whose soul was always Eorrowful,) to kneel 
And minister alone— her heart gave way ! 
I She cover'd up her face and tum'd again 
; To wait within lor Jesus. Dul once more 
I Came Martha, saying, " Lo ! the Lord is here 
I And oalleth for thee, Mary !" Then arose 
I The moumet from the ground, whereon she sa 
. Shrouded in sackeloai. and bound quickly up 
I The golden locks of her UisJievell'd hair, 
I And o'er her ashy garments drew a veil 
I Hiding the eyes she could not Irust. And still, 
As she made ready to ^ forth, a calm 



Hard 


by the sepulchre, "* 


thout the w 


11, 




awaited Mary. Se 






Wet 


the way-worn disc 


pies in the shade; 


But, 


of himself foi^etful. 


Jesus lean'd 




Upo 


bis staff, and waUih 










f8,Ulng- 


The 


pity that redeem'd a 


world could 


bleed! 




as she came, with th 




tep,- 


Eag 


r,yetweak,-herh 


inds upon he 






they who foUow'd her aU fallen b 


ack 




ave her with her sa. 


•red grief alo 




The 


heart of Christ was ti 


oubled- She 


drew near, 



And the disciples rose up from the fount. 
Moved by het loolt of wo, and gatter'd round 
And Mary— for It moment^-ere she look'd 
Upon the Saviour, atay'd her faltering feet.— 
And Btraighten'd her veiM form, and tighter drew 
Her clasp upon lie folds across her breast i 
Then, with a vain strife lo control her tears, 
She stagger'd to then- midst, and at His feet 
Fell prostrate, saying, " Lord ! hadst Hiou been 



My brother 


ha/I 


not died '" 


The Saviour gioan'd 




St 


op'd tende 










md, and in a voice. 


Broke in iii 










ey 


laid him 


' Then the Jews who 



Following Mary, answer'd through their teats, 
" Lord ! come and see [" But lo ! the mighty heaj 
That m Gethsemane sweat drops of blood, 
Tiifeing for us the cup that might not pass— 
The heart whose breaking cord upon the oroB 
Made the earth tremble, and the sun afraid 

Of a lost world's Redeemer— overflow'd, 



irs, and fondly brooduig 



TTpon the thouglil that Christ so loved her brother 
Stood Maty Uiere ; but tbat lost burden now 
Lay on His heart who pitied lier ; and Clitist, 
Following slow, and groaning in Himself, 



And trembling Mary sanh upon her knees. 
The Son of God prayd audibly. He eeased, 

As if th' angelic watchers of the world 
Had etay'd the pulses of all breathing things, 
To listen lo tbat prayer. The face of Christ 
Shone as He stood, and over Him there came 
Command, as 'twere the living ^e of God, 
And with a loud voice. He cried, " Lazarus ! 
Come fOrth!" And instantly, bound hand andfoot 
And borne by unseen angels from the cave, 

: He that was dead stood with them. At the word 
Of Jesus, the fear-stricken Jews unloosed 
The bands from off the foldii^ of his shroud^ 
And Mary, wilh her dark veil thrown aside. 
Ran to him switay, and cried, "Liheus! 
My bbother, La-Zarvs !^' and tore away 

' The napkin she had bound about his head — 



And toucli'd tlie wanii lips with her feaifui hand- 
And on his necli fell weeping. And while ail 
Lay on their faces prostral«, Lazarus 



.Google 



SpouaJts totfle maltfnD tSe ffitabe oE e 

Room, genlla flowers ! my child would pass I 
Ye look'd not fot Iier yet wiUi your eofl Byes, 



- 



Angels, beyond, stay for lierl One long IdsB 
From lips aLl pale with agony, and lenrs, 
Wrung after anguish had dried up with Use 
Tlie eyes that wept Ihem, were tlie cup of life 



A cherub of the sky has turn'd away. 

One look upon Ihy /ace ere thou depart ! 
My daughter ! It is soon to let thee go ! 
Mydaughier! With thy birth has gush'd a sprin 

And turninK with strange tenderness to thee— 
A love— oh God I it seeois so— that must flow 



Far as Uiou fleest, and ■twixt heaven and me, 
Henceforward, be a bright and yearning chain 
Drawing me after thee '. And so, ferewell ! 
Tia s haiah world, in which affection knows 
No place to treasure np its loved and lost 
But the foul grave ! Thou, wbo so late was 

sleeping 
Warm in the close fold of a mother's lieart. 
Scarce from her breast a single pulae reoeivit^ 
But it was sent thea witA some tender thouglit. 
How can Heave thee— Sen! Alas for man! 
The herb in its hunullty may fall 
And waste into the bright and genial ah, 
While we— by bands that minlster'd in life 
Nothing but love to us— are thrust away— 
The earth flung in upon ourjusl cold bosoms, 
And the warm suoaline trodden out forever ! 

Yet have I chosen for thy grave, my child, 



Trippmg with laughter down the rocky steps 
That lead up to Illy bed, would still trip on, 
Breakins the dread hash of the mourners gone i 
The birds are never silent that huild here. 
Trying to smg down the more vocal wawrs : 



And far below, seen under arching leaves, 
Glitters Uie warm sun on the village spite, 
Pointing the living after thee. And this 
Seems like a comfort j and, replacing now 



Robb'd 


ofher child and lonely. 'Tlsthe-work 




To Ijriog the heart back from an infant gone. 


Hopem 


ust give o"ar, and busy fancy blot 


Theim 


ges from all the silent rooms, 


Andev 


ry sight and sound familiar to her 




sweetest link-and so at last 


Thefoi 


mtain— that, once stiuck, must flow f 


WUl hide and waste to Bilence. When the sm 




her pallid Up again, and spring 








mding by thy music-hauoted grave. 


Look on each oUiei cheerfully, and say :- 



®n m Bevartnre at ^cb. fat, fl&We 

Leave ua not. man of prayer! Like Paul, hasl 

" Served God with aU humilit? of mina." 
Dwelling among us, and "with many tears," 
"From house to Louse," "bynigtt and daynol 

Hast pleaded tliy blest errand. Leave us not! 
leave us not now I The Sabbalh-bell, so long 
Link'd H-ith thy voice— the prelude to thy prayer- 

Into the bouse of God, and, from thy lips, 
Hear what had fall'n upon tby heart— will sound 
Lonely and mournfully when thou art gone ! 
Our prayers are in thy words— our hope in Christ 
■Warm'd on thy lips— our darkling thoughts of God 
Follow'd tby loved call upward— and Bo knit 
Is all our worship wiUl those outspread bands, 
And the imploring voice, which, well we knew. 



i ne ^,.i-s i^der ^em. remo^e^ from sm. 
And we astray in darknes! Leave us not ■ 
Leave^notjhe dead! They have lain calmly 

Thj comforl in their ears-ljellering weU 
That when U«ne own more holy work was d, 



Wlien tlie last trump shall 
Thy flocii sffrijflited, and, 
K'hispet'dpi 



Takei. 

The old 

their areuslom', 

af lo the strange 
•"- - It the moi 



the Interrupted strain, 
»mins, saying, " Here am 1, 
lou hast given me !" Leave r 
I the gathering shadows, elini 
'd staff, and know not how 
» near the darkest hour; 



Turns to lis comfoner again ! Leave not 
m'^" ,, *'^"''P''^*'1' «no"ier'scare 

nay not keep bnght, upon the mother's heart, 
wLsIt'wl'""' f« ""*"'■»«" has eaugh. 
w .^ ^faogely ponder-d from thy lips, 

And t6e remembet'd lone may find again, 



™ wilt— if, " bound in spiril." thou 
and we ahaU ses thy face no mote, 
ill of God be done I" Ws do not say 
lioH wlll-m love mid prayer ! 

When the last Inunp awaies them— by '*« "^ 
Wlien,ot the"siltet cord" whose strength thou 

The last tliread fails— by i* 
When the dark cloud, wherein thou found'at a spot 
Broke by the ligHt of mercy, lowers again- 
Dy ilu sad matier, pleading for her child, 
In murmurs difficult, since thou art gone— 
By ail than liiaat, when the Sabbath-bell 
Brings ua together, and the closing hymn 
Hushes our hearts to pray, and tliy loved voice, 
That all our wants had grown to, (only Ihlis, 
'Twould seem, articulate to God,) tails not 
Upon our listening ears— temembet'd tlius— 
Rcmember'd well— in all our holiest hours— 
Will be the faithful sliepherd we have lost ! 
And ever with one prayer, for which oi 



aStrtS'laj VetBts. 



Ui-day !— Oh belored m 
iBart 13 Willi Uiee o'er th 
ot ihink to count anolhi 



Sly own I do not care lo check. 

1 weep— albeit he™ alone— 
Ab if I huns upon thy neck, 

A! If thy lips were on my own, 
As if this full, sad heart of mine, 
Were beating closely upon thine. 

Four weary yeaja '. How looks she n 
What light Is in those tenilet eyes ! 
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BIRTH -D*T TEBSSa. 


What 


trace of lime has toueh'd the brow 




osfl look is borrow'd of the skies 




istenlo her nightly ptayei-? 




s she changed since As nas there 


Who 


leeps upon her heart alway— 


Wh 


se name upon her lips is worn— 




hom the night seems made to pray— 


For 






sight is dim, whose heart-strings slir, 


Wbo 


«eep5 these tears— to think of Jn-.' 


Iknownol if my mother's eyes 


Wo 


dd find me changed In slighter IMngs : 


I've wander'd benealli many skies, | 




lasted of some hitter Bpring!; 




any leaves, once fair and gay. 




ouUi'sfullflowerhavedropp'daHay- 


Eut. Si 


these looser leaves depart, 


The 


lessea'd flower gets near the core, 




hen deserted quite, the heart 


Tak 




Andy 




The sunshine and the dew hy which ils bud was 


nursed. 


Dear mother ! dost thou love me yet 1 


Am 


remember-dinmyhome! 



But. as Ihe schoolbny numbers o'er 
Night after niBM the Pleiades 

And finds llie stars he found before— 
As turns the maiden oft her token- 
As counts the mtser aye his gold— 
So, tlU life's silTer cord is broken, 



omes oirthe blessed breatli of hom 
[ti fragrance from my mother's doo 
f flowers forgotten when I come— 
len port is gaio'd, and slowly now, 
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Andfc 


llhy tears upon my ihe 
f my heart break not wi 


ek— 


The light or heaven «t11 fairer 




And 




boy,' 


And,m 


other ;— ^wiU be like a 




That 


we were parted thus fo 


years, - 






urtcais. 


How 


will the days seem long 


and bright- 


Tome 


t thee always ivith the mom, 1 


And hear thy blessing every n 


ght- 


Th7"<i 


£aresI,"thyiirst-bom 






more, as now, in a st 


angc land, for- 


lorn. 
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So ms imatiK team m apjenlnEs. 


M.,h^.'a™mo.l„!rt.f„h™K.„™i 




i hiug IL Ihy bMom, ciunj round IliaJIra. 






















Him Ul lAtxlIii'il clnit erin£> mi lunnr Iit(a t 


iiarfKJMm. 


■Tis midn^hi the Ions mountains on- 


The East is flecfc'd xvilh cloudy bars, 


And, gliding ihroHgh them one by one, 


The moon walks up her path of stats— 


The lighl upon her placid brovr 


Received from fountains unseen now. 


And happiness is mine to-night, 


Thus springing from an unseen fount ; 




With midnleht round me on the mount— 



From that fir Western star below. 

Dear mother ! in thy love I live ; 

The life Ihoa gar'st flows yet fron 
Afld, sun-llkfl, thou hast power to gi 

Life Eo the earth, air, sea, lor me 
Though wandering, as this moon ab 
I'm dark without thy constant love. 



SSats on lenbCitQ JSatejft. 



And, swiftest of a thoit 



How oft, when blew this ■ 
I've seen your eembiam 
And longed with breaking 



And thoughts with which I fitsl beheli 
Yon clouded line, come huirying ba 

My lips are dry with Tague desire,— 
My cheek once more is hot wilh Joy 



My pulse, my brain, my soul on fire ! 




Oh, w 


nt has changed thai uaveUe 
s the ship this dying foam, 


-boy; 


home 


fade behind— his weary hea 


rt speeds 


Adieu, 


h soft and southern shore. 








heaven- 


Those f 








ce to Art's rapt vision given' 




01i.sliU 


h' enamor-d sun delays. 






es through fount and crumb 


ng fane. 


To win 


o his adoring gaze 






ohiMten of the sky again : 






beauty, such as never 




Thatl 


ght on other earth hath shon 




Hath made this land her home forere 




Andc 


uldllireforthisalone- 






mybirlhrtghtbrighierfiir 








the West one glorious star 




New-b 


omandblanngforthefree- 




SoaCd n 


ttd heaven our eagle yet- 





Rome, with her Hek 



When loosed upon a foreign shi 
As spreads the rain-drop in the ri' 

In which it may have flow'd bef 
To England, over vale and moun 

M7 fancy flew from climes mor 
My blood, that Itnew its parent fo 



There come new words and warmer tears ; 

On long, long darkness breaks the light- 
Comes home the loied, the lost for years ! 

Sleep safe, oh wave-worn mariner I 



The spider knows the roof unriven, 
While swings his web, though lightnings i 



When flrsl our tears 



To trace what weigti Timo'a heajy flngert 
Upon each others forms have had— 

For !dl may flee, so feeling lingets ! 
But there's a change, beloved mother ! 

To stir far deeper tliougtils of thine ; 



in thy heart: The hearth she left 
irken'd to lead Lght to ours I 
are bright flowers of care bereft, 
hearts— [Jiat languish more Ihanflowen 
IS their light— their very air— 
iltier ! in thy heart ! place tor her in th 
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m tnie Kncruent 


Upo 


a summer's mora, a southern laolher 






She 


ested from long travel, and with hand 


Upo 


her cheek io tranquil happiness, 




'd where the busy travellers went and came. 


And 








Pm. 


d from her thoughts all objects, leaving there, 




n the water's breast, a mirror'd heaven- 


For 


it. Ihe porch beoeatii her, to and fro. 




rs« walk'd singing with her babe in atma. 




many a passar-by looi'd on the child 






The 


old nurse tioll'd her lullaby, and still, 


Blest Ihrough her depth! of soul by light there | 










But 


lo : another traveller alighted ! 1 



The mother'B breath comes quick, and wilh 

blood 
Warm in her cheek and btow, she m«rmuts Ii 
" Now, God be praised ! I am no more alone 
In knowing I've an angel for my child,— 
Chance he to look on't only !" WlUi a anila- 
The tribute of a beouly-iovltiB heart 
To things from God new-moulded— would 1 

The poet, as the infant caught his eye ; 
But sufldenly he tum'd, and wiUi his hand 
Upon ilie nurse's arm, he staj'd her steps, 
And gazed upon her burthen. 'Twas a child 
In whose large eyes ol Dlua there shone, iudet 
Something to waken wonder. Never sky 
In noontide depth, or soflly-breaking dawn- 
Never the dew in new-bom violet's cup. 
Lay so entranced in purity ! Not calm, | 

With the mere hush of infancy at rest, | 

The ample forehead, but so.ene with thought ; 
And by tbe rapt eiptessior. of the lips, 
They seem'd scarce slill from a cherubic hymn . 
And over all its countenance there breathed 
Benignity, majestic as we dream 
Angela wear ever, before God. With gaze 
Earnest and mournful, and his eyelids warm 
With leara kept back, the poet kiss'd Uie child i 



-Ajid chast«n'd at hie heart, as haviTig passed 
Close lo an angel, went upon his way. 

Soon after, lo the brokan choir In heaven 
This cherub waa recaU'd, and now the mother 
Bethought her, la her anguish, ol the bard— 
IHerself a far-off stranger, but his heart 
FamiUar lo the world,)— and wrote to tell Mm. 
The angel he had recognised that mom, 
Had fled to bliss again. The poet kbII 
Remember'd that child's ministry lo him j 
And oflhe only fountain Uiiii lie knew 
For heahng, he sought comfort for Ihs n.other. 
And thus he wrote ;— 
jHdihti not for tht child fnrni thp tatdemea nvtn. 

To thy qatitiawag heart, lo I an armoerfrom luave: 



EJe iWotSec to iite ffiJIID. 



That through these fringed lids «e Bce the soul 

And while Ihou sleep's! coma messenserE, Hiei 

Whispering lo thee— ani 'If s then 1 see 
Upon thy bahy lips that smite of heaven ! 

And whnt is Ihy fer errand, my feir child! 
Why away, wandering from a home of blias, 
To find thy way through darkness home Bg^n I 
Wert thou an untried dweller io the sky ? 
Is there, hetwiit the eherub that thou wert, 
The cheruh and the angel thou mayst be, 

Att thou with memory of two things only, 
Music and light, left upon caiUi astray, 
And, by the watchers at the gate of heaven. 



Look'd for with fear and trembllnB ' 

Into my guidrnj hand this wanderer, 

To lead her through a world whose darkling paths 

1 tread with Btepa so fidlering— leave not me 

To bring her to toe gales of heaven alone ! 

I feel my feebleness. Let ihru stay on — 

The angels who now visit liet tn dreams ! 

Bid them be near her pillow till in death 

The closed eyes look upon THy face once more ! 

And let the light and music, which the world 

Borrows of heaven, and which her infant sense 

Hails with sweet recognition, be to het 

To lead her steps unto Thee ' 



SI EDjaugHt olicc a €ta)>U. 

1 !iDD£B When thou scnilest to my smile, 
ChUdofmylove! 1 tremble to believe 
Thai o'er the mirror of that eje ot blue 
The shadow ot my heart wOl always pass ,— 
A heart that, from its struggle with the world, 
Comes nightly to thy guarded cradle home, 
And, careless of the stamiog dust it briogs, 
Asks for its idol : Strange that Sowers of earth 
Are visited by every air that stirs. 
And drink in sweetness only, n^ule th« child 

May take a blemish 'from the broath of love. 
And beat the blight forever. 

With gladness at the gift of this lair child ! 
My hfe is bound up in her. But, oh God"! 
Thou know'sl how heavily my heart at times 
Bears lis sweet burthen ; and if thou hast given 
To nurture such as mine this spotless (lowet. 
To brir% it onpolluted unlo thee, 



wrung, and by the UEht 



Oh, weary heart ! tliou'rt half-way home ! 

Wb Btaod on Ule's meridian height— 
As far from ohiliUloofl'a morning eoma, 

As to the gra?e's forgetful night. 
Give Youth and Hope a parting tear— 

Hope promised bat to bring u! here, 



3,S"* 



Who goes with Hope and Passion back ! 

Wbo comeg with me and Memory on ; 
Oh, lonely looks the downward track— 

Joy'B music hush'd— Hope's roses gone ! 
To Pleasure and her giddy troop 

Farewell, -without a sigh or teat ! 
But heart gives may, and spirits droop, 

To thmk that Love maj leava us here ! 



Yet stay :— as 'twere a twilight star 

That sends ila thread across the waT 
I see a brighlening light, ttom far, 

Steal don™ a path beyond the gruie '. 

And now— bless God '.—its golden line 

Comes o'er— and lights my shadowy 

And shows tlie deat tiand clasp'd in ira 

But, list what those sweet voices sa] 

Tht twin- lanifJ in tight, 

And, ty ill chiHlniias hgU, 

ATI lovcjrom ll/f'J "iWtoy " *'"'" 



econtemplatfott 



And hold their place in heaven. Mj- eyes have 

Searching the pearly depths through wWoh they 

Like beautifiU creations, till I ftel 

As if i[ were a new ana perfect worW, 

Waiting in silence for the word of God 

To breathe it into motion. There they stand, 

Shining in order, iike,a Uring hymn 

Written in light, awaiing at the tkrcath 

Of the celestial dawn, and praising Him 

Vrtia made them, with the harmony of spheres. 

T w™.i,i 1 1.,.. „ eagle's ear to list ' 



That melody. I 


vouia that 1 might flout 


trpinthalbouna 




ItsraTishlngvibr 


lions, like the pulse 




! My spirit is athitsl 




music: I would bathe 



Me soul in B serener atmospherB 
Than Ihia ; I long lo mli^le with the flock 
Lea by the ' living waters,' and lo slray 
In the ' green pastures' of the better land ! 

IT wings, 
Stretch onward, star 
Thus mused Alethe. She was one to whom 
Life had been lite tha witching of a dream, 
Ofa^^ntroubledsweetness. Shewasbotn 
Of a high race, and lay upon the knee. 
With her soft eyes perusing hstlessly 
The fretted roof, or, on Mosaic floors, 
Grasp'd at the lesselated squares inwrought 
With metals curiously. Her childhood pass'd 
Like faery— amid fountains and green haunts — 
Trying her little feet upon a lawn 
Of relvet evetmesa, and hiding Howers 
In her sweet breast, as if it were a fair 
And pearly altar to crush Incense on. 
Her youth— oh T that was queenly ! She was like 
A dream of poetry that may not be 
Written or told— eiceeding beautiful ! 
And so fame worshippers ; and rank bow'd down 
And breathed upon her heart-strings with the 



IVith daiiling scorn, and gave unto het st 

And Uie proud waves, unbidden, lined hei 
io she grew W woman— her mere loo 
Strong as a monarch's signet, and her han 
The ambirion of a kingdom. From all thi 
"'um'd her high heart away ! She had a 
>eep, and immDrlal, and It would not reei 
m pageantry. She thirsted for a spring 
If a aerener element, and drank 
Philosopliy, and for a little while 

er withia her, ajid her spirit grew 
nt tot undying water. Then she came 
the pure fount of God, and is athirsl 
more-save when the ferer of the woi 

Falletli upon her, she will go, sometimes, 
a the star-lighl quietness, and breath 

A holy aspiration after Heaven^ 



<Sn tjir 33eatti of a iSiUslonaxs. 



The sun was stxtiag od Jerusalem. 
Tba deep blue eky liad not a cloud, and IJglil 
Was pouring on Ibe dome of Omar's mosque, 
Lite molleii silver. Every tbing was fait i 
And beauty hung upon the painted fanes ; 
Like a grieved spirit, lingering ere she gave 
Her wing to air, for heaven. The crowds of m 
Were in the busy streets, and nolhmg look'd 



And every thing aeem'd strangely bent lo 
A conltast to that comment upon Ufe. 
How wonderful it is that human pride 
Can pass that touching moral as it does- 
Pass it so frequently, in ail the force 
Of mournful and most simple eloquenoe- 
'""" ! Theyboreonthei 



A look of vague 
llalf-mullet'd ty some haughty Turk whose slee' 
Had touoh'd the tassel of the Christian's pall. 
And Israel too pass'd on— the trampled Jew ! 
Israel !— who made Jerusalem a throne 



They laid him dc 



Was with the setlhig sun, and they who 


tood 


Ana lookM so steadfesUy upon liis grave 




Were not his kindred ; but they found hit 




And loved him for his ministry of Christ. 




He had died young. But there are silver 




_ Vf&se race of duty is less nobly ran. 
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His heart was wilh Jerusalem , anJ strong 


As was a mover's love, and ihe sweet Ues 


Religion makes so beautiful at home, 


He flung them ftom him in his eager race, 


And sought the broken people of his God, 




Who was his ftlend and helper. One who wbdI 


And knelt beside Urn at the sepulchre 


Wliere Jesus slept, to pray tor Israel. 


They had one spirit, and theij hearts were knit 


With more than human love. God caU'd him 




And he of whom I speak stood up alone, 




Until his Master call'd him. 


Oh, is it not a noble thmg to die 


As dies the Christian, with his armor on ;— 




Ring with the mastery of a world, to this T— 


What are the searching victories of mind— 




The trumpetings of proud humanity, 


To the short history of him who made 


His sepulchre beside the Kuig of khigs ' 



<!&n m Stttuw ot a " ffipOS ttirt oE 



doves have fiown Wi the shelleriiig eaves, 
the nests are ilark n-iUi the arooplng leaves i 
Twilight gathers, and. day is doue— 



.»o,„„ „.„.,,„,.- ...j 


Thai 


wiU find thee tired-tut nol of play : 






With 


drooping Umbs and aching brow, 


Ana 


lisb the shadows would faster creep, 




ong to go to thy quiet sleep. 












for thee, if tHy lip could tell 


Alal 


like this, of a day spent well. 








pity hath sprung to wrelohadness— 




u hast forgiven the sore offence, 






IfN 


ture's yoices ha.e spoken to thee 




liet holy meanings eloquently— 


Ifev 


ry creature hath won thy love. 






If lie 


era sad, low-spoken word 




plead with thy human heart imheard— 


The 


when the night steals on, as now. 




U bring relief to thine aching brow. 




with joy anil peace at the thought of rest. 


TUo 


i 
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31 OiflU's Srst StniictssCDR of a Stat. 


She had been tola that 


3od made alUhe stars 


Thai twinkled up in hea 


Ten, and now she stood 


WulohingUiecomiogo 


the twilight on. 


Aaititwreanewana 


perfect world, 


And thla were its firsts 


e. She stood alone 


By tUe low window,™ 


h the silken lash 


OfHer soft eye upraised 


and het sweet mouth 


Halfparted Willi the nev 


and stiange delight 


Of beauty that she could 


not comprehend, 




The purple folds 


Of the low sunset clouds, and the blue sty | 




elicate above. 


FilFd her young heart w 


th gladness, and the ere 


Stole on with its deep sh 


adows, and she still 


Stood looking at the we 


with that half smile. 


As if a pleasant thought 


were at her heart. 


Presently, in the ec^e o 


the last tint 


Of sunset, where the blu 







stood suddeoly. A laugh of wild ii 
Surst from her lips, and putting: up 
Her simple thought broke forth eipi 
" Father ! dear father ! God has ma 



stood up in Ilie meekness of a heart 
,ing on God, and held her fiiir young child 

led in aleop, os if its soul had gone 
To whisper the baptismal tow in heaven, 
prayer went np desoully, and the lips 
e good man glow'd fervently with feith 
it would be, esen as he had pray'd, 
And the sweet child be gatber'd to the fold 
isus. As the holy words went on 
lips moved silently, and tears, Sasl tears, 
: from beneath her lashes, and upon 
forehead of the beautiful ohild lay soft 
I the baptismal water. Then I thought 
. to the eye of God, that mother's tears 
Would be a deeper covenant— which sin 
And the temptations of the world, and death 
Id leave unbroken— and that shs wool 



In the cleia light ol 



Ketievtr at ^enmars. 



as I look 


ton 


thertagtanlBiar 




.uCi 


if the 


«glit lake 


riceless po 




-yet 11 


yseltno m 








lotsaixd- 


Hi=glotr 










plh 


ollh 


wildernes 



Rich, though poor I 
)w-root'd collage is this hour a heaven. 
Music Is In il— and the song she sings, 
~ lai siveel-voiced »ife of mine, arrests the ea 
my young child awake upon her knee ; 
id with his calm eye on Ins master^s face, 
My noble hound lies couchant— and all here— 
I this little home, yet boundless he&ren— 
in such love as I have power to give, 
*d to overflowing- 



Thou, »lio look'st 
Upon my brimmiog heart this tranquil eve, 
Knowest ill fulness, as thou dost the dew 
Sent to the hiiWen rlolet by Thee ; 
And, as that flower, from its unseen abode, 
Sends its sweet breath up, duly, to the sky, 
ChaDging its gif^ u> incense, so, oh God ! 
May the eweet drops that to my hunible cup 
Find thett fat way from heaven, send up, to Thee, 
Fragtanee at thy throne welcome ! 



IP to my window, thou beautiful doe 

tch Ihy coming, and list the nol« 
, stirs so low in thy mellow throat. 

And nty joy is high 
atch the glance of thy gentle eye. 



This noise of people— this sultry aitl 
Thou alone of the feather'd race 
Thou alone, iviUi a wing to flee, 



A boly gUt is thine, sweet bird ! 
Tbou'rt named with cWWhood's earliesi wq 
Thou'rt llnli'd wilt all that is fresh and will 
In the prison'd thoughts ot tha city child i 

ind thy glojay wings 
Ata its brighteat image of moving thii^a. 

It is no light chance. Thou art set apart, 
Wisely by Him who lias tamed thy heart, 
To sUr tha loie tot the bright and fair 



Angelic rays Iram thy pinions stream. 

Come then, ever, when daylight leaves 
Tha page I read, to my humble eaves, 
And wash thy breast in the hollow spout, 
And murmur thy low sweet music out '. 
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aSe asatts Sfneon. 






Oh UiB cross-beam under the Old Soulh bell 






The neat of a. pigeon ia builded well 






In summer ana winter lliat bird is there, 






Out ana in with the morning air : 






I love to BEB him tract the street, 






With his wary eye and active feat ; 






And I often watch him as he springs, 






Circling the steeple >vith easy wings, 






Till across the dial his shade has pass'd. 






And the belfry edge is gain'd at last. 






•Tia a bird I lore, with Its brooding note, 






And the trembling throb la ite mottled throat 






There's a hnman look in lis Bwelllng breast. 







Whatever is rung on tbat noisy bell— 
Chimcof the liour or fuiieral knell— 
Tbe dove in the belfry must hear It w 



Wben ibe tongue snings o 



When the child is waled with " nine ex ni 
When the chimes play soft In the Sabbath 
Filling the spirit with tones of prayer— 
Whaiei'er tale in the beU is heara, 
He broods on his folded feel unslirr'd, 
Or. rismg half In his rounded nest, 
Ho takes the time lo smooth his breast, 
Then drops again wiUi filmed ejea, 
And sleeps as the last vibration dies. 
Sweet bird ! I would that I could be 
A>hermit in the crowd like thee ! 
With wings to fly to wood aod glen, 



Or, at a half-felt wish for rest, 
Canst smooth the feathers on thy br 
And drop, foi^lful, to thy nest. 



SeVfeatfon %sinn. 



And heaved ila pillars, one by oiifl. 

He hujig its starry rcuron higli-' 

The broad illimitable sky ; 

He spread its pavement, green and bright. 

And curtain'd it with morning light. 

The mountains in their places stood— 
The sea— the sky— and ■' all was good ;' 
And, when its first pure praises rang, 
The ■' morning stars together aang." 



And earth and sky a h< 
But in thy sight our oi 
A humbler temple, " n 



